
Poems'. 


1 He fp in 3 her, bounft in (whereas he flood j 
| Oh love (quoth Ihe) why was not I a flood J 



Thcunconfiant Lover, 


P Aire is my love, but not fo faire as fickle, 

Wilde as a Dove, but neither true nor ttuftic. 

Brighter th&a glaffe 3 and yet as glaflc is brittle, 

Softer th*i wax,and yet as Jron rufty ; 

A lilly pale,wich damask'e die to grace her. 

None faire^nor none falter to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath fhe joyned, 

Betwecne each kiffe her oathes of true love fwearing t 
How many tales to plcafe me hath (he coyned, 
Drcading’my love, the Iofle thereof ffcill fearing. 

Yet in the midft of all her pure proteftings. 

Her faith, her oathesjicr teare$,and all were jeaftiflg*. [ 

She burnt with love, as ftraw with fire flameth. 

She burnt out love, as foone as draw out burneth; 

She fram’d the love, and yet fhe foyld the framing. 

She bad love laft,and yet fhe fell a turning. 

Was this a lover,or a Letcher whether ? 

Bad in the befl^though excellent in neither. 

Th 




Poems, 


•the benefit of Friendjhip, 


ty/Hentothe Scffionsoffwectfilent thought, 

W j fummon up remembrance of things pad, 

I fig h the lacke of many a thing T fought. 

And with old woes new waile m v dearc times wafte t 
Then can I drowne an eye (unus’d to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths datelefle night. 
And weepe a frc(h loves Jong fince canceld woe. 

And moane th’expencc of many a vanifht fighu 
Then can I greevc at greevances foregone. 

And heavily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone, 

VVhich I new pay, as if not payd befora. 

But if the while I thinke on thee (deare friend) 

All lofles are redor’d,and forrowes end. 

Thy bofome is indeared with all hearts, 

VVhich I by lacking have fuppofed dead. 

And there raignes Love and all Loves loving parts. 
And all thofe friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obfequious teare 
Hath deare religioi* love AoIhc from mine eye, 
Asintereft of the dead, which now appeare. 

But things remov’d that hidden in there lye. 

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live. 

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did give. 

That due of many, now is thine alone. 

Their images 1 lov’d, I view in thee. 

And cboujfall they) haft all the all of me; 
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